
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at http : //books . google . com/| 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



Digitized 



by Google 



Extract from London correspondence of Irish TimeSf Aug. 25, 1877. 



" On Wednesday night there was to have been produced at a 
London Theatre a Play, by a young countryman of yours, Robert 
Blake.— The Play is entitled *The Nuns of Minsk : a Tale of Russian 
Atrocities in Poland.' The license had been secured, the actors had 
learned their parts, there had been several rehearsals, and all was 
ready for the production, when suddenly the Manager took fright at 
the vehemence of the language and at the political allusions, and 
insisted on a good deal of the Play being cut out before representa- 
tion. Against this proceeding the Author indignantly protested, — 
alleging that the proposed alterations would render the Plot unin- 
telligible, and deprive the piece, as a whole, of all claims to literary 
or artistic distinction. The result of the dispute is that the Play has 
been withdrawn. *The Nuns of Minsk* is in blank verse, with 
choruses in dactylic and anapaestic metres. It has been very hi^^hly 
spoken of by those who have seen it, and the choruses especially have 
been pronounced to be exceedingly beautiful." 
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THE NUNS OF MINSK; 



A TALB OF 



RUSSIAN ATROCITIES IN POLAND. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



SlEMASKO 



UZAKOF . . 



. . Bishop of the Greek Church — ^formerly Bishop 
of the Roman Catholic Church. 

. . Siemasko*s Son — Governor of Minsk. 



Makrena . Reverend Mother of the Basilian Nuns, formerly 

Wife of Siemasko. 

Sister Mary . . Her Daughter — a Novice. 
Rosalie . . . Her Niece. 



CHORUS OF NUNS— NUNS AND SOLDIERS. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE Nuns of minsk: 



A TALE 07 



RUSSIAN ATROCITIES IN POLAND. 



ACT I. 

Scene 1. — A Room in the Convent at Minsk. 
— Enter Maesena, Sister Masy and 
Rosalie. 

Sister Mart — When shall we take the black veil, 

mother ? 
Makrena — ^Tou still desire, my children, to resign 

the world, and consecrate yourselves to 

Heaven ? 
Sister Mary — It is my earnest wish, mother. 

What can the world give us that we have 

not here ? We love to work, we love the 

trees and the birds, and we love quietness. 

Do we not, Rosalie ? 
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EofiALiE — Yes, Mary, but I am not quite so brave 

as you are. There is something fearful to 

me in this dark dress of our mother's, 

* Besides, we do not know the world — ^we 

might like it if we knew it. 

Makbena — Those who would know the world, my 
innocent child, must buy their knowledge, 
as Eve did by sacrifice of peace. 

EosALiE — I can forgive Eve, mother. I am sure 
if any one tempted me as she was tempted 
I should fall too. I should have been so 
curious to know what the apple was like. 

SiSTBB Mart— Ton should pray for power to 
master such feelings, Bosalie. 

Makebna — The world is cold and cruel, my child- 
ren. Poland to-day is but a slaughter-house 
where Eussian butchers kill — kill for the 
wolves, their only customers. The fields 
reek with blood, and thousands who still 
cling to their religion are tortured and 
driven into exile. God grant that these 
sacred walls may preserve me and my child- 
ren, but I fear — I fear ! 

KosALiE — Oh ! mother. Don't speak like that, 
you make my heart sink to hear you. 

SiSTBB Mabt — We must trust in God, Eosalie.. 
He wiU take care of us. 
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BosALiE — Sit down Eere, mother, and Mai*y and 
I will sit at your feet. I have been wanting 
to tell yon something these many dayg, aad 
have not been brave enough. 

Maebena — My child, what is it ? 

SisTEB Mart — Bosalie, a secret ! 

EosALiE — ^You know yon are our own real mother. 

Makrena — ^My sister's child is dear to me as my 
own. 

Uosalie — ^You won't be angry with me, mother, 
will you ? 

Makrena — ^Tou tave been doing something, foolish 
child. Angry — ^no. I am never angry with 
you. 

EosALiE — ^Tou mustn't be shocked, Mary. Well, 
I'll begin. About a week ago I was draw- 
ing some water from the bum, and just as I 
was coming away, the hedge opposite was 
parted, and I saw a man looking at me. 

Makbena — Good heavens ! a man? 

BosALiE — He was very like Mary ; only he had a 
great moustache over his mouth. 

SiSTBB Mart— Did you tell him to go away ? 

HosALiE — No, of course not ; I asked him what he 
wanted. 

Mabrena — ^Tou should not have spoken, my child. 

SiSTEB Mart— What did he say ? 
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EosALiE — He asked if he might come over and 

talk to me. 
SiSTEB Mabt— And you told him not to come ? 
EosALiE — I said he might. He didn't look as if 

he could do me any harm. 
Maebena — My poor child ! 
EosALiE — He came and sat down on the grass 

beside me. 
Sister Maby— I should have died of fright. 
EosALiE — So I should have thought, had you told 

it to me ; but when he was really there I 

didn't feel a bit afraid of him. 
Makbena — This is a serious matter, Eosalie. You 

must never go to the bum again. 
Eosalie— Oh, mother I 
SisTEB Maby — What did he do then ? 
Eosalie — He told me I was too beautiful to be Br 

nun, and that he loved me very much, and 

then he put his arm round my waist, and 

tried to kiss me. 
Maerena — I am very angry with you, child ! 
Eosalie — I didn't let him that time, mother. 
Makrena— What ! Have you met him since ? 
Eosalie — Oh, yes ! Often. 
Makbena — Good gracious ! 
SiSTBB Maby — Oh, my ! 
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Rosalie — ^He wants me to marry him, and oh! 

mother, I do love him so. 
Makbena — Did he tell you his name ? 
EosALiE — ^Tes, Uzakof. 
Makbena — ^Ah ! 
SisTEB Maby and Eosalie — ^Mother ! mother ! 

what^s the matter? 
Makbena — ^Nothing, children, nothing; only a 

pain here. Leave me now^ darlings, it 

grows late. 
SiSTEB Maby and Eosalie — Good night, mother. 
\Exmmt SiSTEB Maby and Eosalie. 
Makbena — Fd hoped she might become like my 

sweet Mary, but she is not like her. And 

TIzakof — to think they should have met: 

that he should love her. 

[Exit Makbena. 



Scene 2. — A Room in SiemoLsko^s Hovse.^^ 
Enter Siemasko and Uzakof. 

SiEMASKO— Tour love, my son, is rather warm than 
wise. 
Were Poland stiU a kingdom as before. 
With army, Court, wealth, and all other things 
To make her feared, then sentiments like these 
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Were noble, honouraWe — fine ; but now — 
Tut, man, yonr country lies at Bussia's feet. 
Will yon lie with her, or attempt to rise 
Upon her minp Fortune's left your country ; 
Choose, then,' to follow Fortune, or your country. 
For me, I foEow Fortune. 

UzAKOP — And they say, 

That she, like other dames, doth oft {»:^fer 
The man that flies, to him that follows her ; 
Well — be* it so. Tour conversation ever 
Has power to turn me. I must choose, it seems^ 
Between this fearful office, and the fate 
Of my poor cousins in the Caucasus. 
And yet I would as lief serve with the Cossaques^ 
As be the instrument of such decrees 
As you have shown me. Oh ! 'tis barbarous. 
The very language that we learnt as babes. 
The very songs our mothers sang to us, 
Rocking the cradle, we must use no more. 
We must begin afresh — be babes again — 
And pinch our bearded lips to make new sounds. 
'Twere better to be dead and done with it. 

SiEMASKO — Hush I hush ! 'twere death if other ear» 
than mine ^ 

O'erheard this eloquence. 'Tis pity, faith. 
With talents such as yours, you're not more moved 
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To battle with the winners. Trust me, boy. 
The gifts that well applied and safely, bring 
Eich honour to their owner— if ill used. 
Or on the losing side, are but a snare. 
Be not too hot. See how I bear myself. 
To you I am a Pole ; but to the Czar 
A loyal Russian. As for duties — why, 
A man must live. What can it be to me 
What are my orders, so as in the doing 
I please whom I would please. 

XJzAKOF — And is this all 

You live for P I could grovel, too, and cringe, 
Though sorely 'gainst the grain ; but then I'd 

think — 
" This for a time, and after sweet revenge ; '* 
I cannot deem it worse to die at once. 
Than thus to crawl through life unto the end. 

SiEMASKO — ^This may be true, but is it always wise 
To say the truth? 

XJzAKOP — ^The truth is here, as love is in a man. 
Let it have vent to spend itself at times, 
And I am safe to be discreet at others. 
But try to curb it ever, and it breeds 
Perpetual war within me. > 

SiEMASKO — Think, my son. 

If in this mood you marred your fair appearance 
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Of loyalty, your post would be bestowed 
On some fierce Russian, who would draw a pint 
Of Polish blood for every drop flows now. 
Think you fair Rosalie would fare no worse 
With him than us P 

UzAKOP — Speak not her name to me, 

I am not in the mood to hear it now. 
How can we know that of these pious ladies 
For whom a fate so cruel is prepared, 
One may not be the mother whom you drove 
Out in the winter from our cursed home. 
Or one the little sister that I loved. 
Oh ! God, it may be for their tender hips 
That I am arming soldiers with my whips. 

SiEMASKO — 1 would it were, but it is far too sure 
They met a vilely easy freezing death. 
I would they had not perished in the snow, 
That I might reach them stiU with my hot hate. 

TJzAKOF — Had I then known you as I know you now. 
They had not gone alone. Here come the 
soldiers. 

\_Enter Soldiers. 

SiEMASKo — Soldiers ; the service for which you've 
been called. 
Demands not courage, but that sterner virtue 
Which some call cruelty. As then 'tis right 
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For dangerous feats to choose the well-known 

brave, 
So let us hear what each of you has done 
To prove him worthy for this present task. 
.1st SoLBiEB — ^Your Grace, I forced my way into 

the house 
Of a proud Polish ijoble, and I seized 
His sons to serve with us ; and when their mother 
Threw her arms round them that they might 

not go, 
I slashed her dainty fingers with my sword, 
And tossed the falling tops upon my point. 
Bidding her wait till I came back again. 
That I might fill her arms with lustier flesh 
Than she e'er held before. 
_All — Ha ! ha ! 'twas well said, 
^nd Soldier. — I with my comrades — it was I who 

led— 
Burst in upon some students who had met 
At Vilna to converse in their own tongue. 
We bound their hands in spite of prayers and 

cries. 
And then — ha ! ha ! we tied them to the tails 
Of our good steeds, and as we rode along 
We tickled with our heels the vigorous brutes. 
So that they flung their hoofs in our friends' faces. 
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Ha ! ha ! you should have seen them spit their 
teeth out. 
3rd Soldieb—I, with some thirty others, was 
commanded 

To carry off the children from the schools. 

We marshalled them like lambs, while their 
wild mothers 

Followed behind, tearing their breasts and hair. 

One caught me by the waist, and tried to smile,. 

Offering to buy her infant with her love. 

" What ! shall I buy what I can take ?" I said. 

And swiftly swung the child around my head ; 

Then broke its brams upon the wheel ! She- 
screamed, 

Bushed forward, and fell underneath the cart. 

She near upset the driver, for her body 

Tilted one side up with a pop — like this. 
SiEMASKO — 1 see, my friends, that you are worthy^ 
men; 

Do not forget your temper in this charge. 

You know the convent named from good St. 
Basil? 

The nuns refuse to join our holy Church, 

Though I myself, by timely change of creed. 

Have set them wise example. Let it be 

Surrounded, so that not a mouse can creep 
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Unnoticed through your lines. I go to-day 
To try to bend them ; but I have small hope 
Of much success. Nor do I wish to have it — 
For has she not refused my love with scorn? 
If they are wise, your task is at an end ; 
If not, they march with you to wild Witebsk : 
There to be slaves to the black sisterhood. 
I will take care that post 's no sinecure. 
Tour part is to beguile their weary way 
With what your quick inventions may devise. 
Good day, my friends; you understand mjr 
purpose ? 

Soldiers —Aye, that we do, your Grace. 

[Exeunt Soldiers. 

SiEMASKO^ I don't believe 

In tender-hearted soldiers, Uzakof. 
A soldier should have no hope in his life — , 
Prospects and hopes are hurtful to his courage. 
Which should be of despair. Soldiers with wivea^ 
Are weak among their sturdier companions 
Who have no thought but of the passing hour. 
I would I'd been a soldier. Farewell, son ; 
You must be by when we march out the nuns, 
As governor of the town. 

XJzAKOP — I will be there. 

lEant SiEMASKO*. 
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And yet— and yet— oh ! though the path of vice 
Be eaey^ though a sort of pleasure tempt 
Our hesitating steps to tread it — still 
All, all is marred by the back-spreading shadow 
Of the inevitable end. Sweet Rosalie, 
Thou art to me a beacon-light of safety, 
Which may yet guide me back to that calm bay. 
Where my pure life began. Oh ! pardon me, 
If to obtain thee I now add one crime 
To my full list. Yet it may be that thou 
Art but a light to tempt me on to ruin. 
Nay, ril not think so. Thou art far too pure 
To be, in angePs dress, a devil^s lure. 

[Exit TJZAKOF. 



Scene 3. — A Room in the Convent of 8t. Basil. — 
Enter Makrena. 

Maebena — I fear some treachery. The convent 

walls 
Are close beset with dangerous looking men. 
And what their purpose is I dare not think. 
Oh ! my sweet children ! Heaven preserve you 

safe I 
Who comes P Good heavens ! *tis Siemasko 

comes. [Enter Siemasko. 
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SiEMASKo — Madam, I pray yoa summon all the^ 
sisters : 
I would address them on a weighty subject. 
Which near concerns their safety and your own. 

Makbena — Oh I Sir, by all that you once held most 
dear. 
Ere you became apostate from our Church ; 
And if, before you took its solemn vows. 
Children and wife were yours, by the pure joys 
Of that lost home, I do adjure you, Jeave 
This harmless house, nor try to force our wills, 
W^ich, with God's help, are fixed in our 
religion. 

Siehaseo — I am no man to sway to woman's words. 
Away, and call the sisters. 

Makbena — I'll forgive 

All that has passed between us — Pll forget 
That you forgot your office and my place. 
And spoke what it was shame for me to hear, 
And sin for you to say. 

SiEMASEO — Woman, away 1 

Makrena — And in my prayers I'll importmie the 
Highest 
To turn your heart. 

SiEMASKO — A thousand curses on you, 

Fll hear no more. Away, else will I call 
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Those who will find quick way to do my bidding. 

[Exit Makbena. 
I ha;te a prating woman. Yet she looked 
So grandly in her rage, that I would fain 
Have spoken to her in a softer sort. 
Somehow I seem to know her in that mood. 
'Tis strange — I mnst devise some way to part 
Bosalie from the rest, that I may rule, 
Through her, that fiery vacillating boy. 
^Tis from his mother that he got his temper; 
In sin most rash, in sorrow for the sin — 
The saintly harlot was not true to me : 
He is no son of mine. 

[Enter Makeena cmd Nuns.] 
My prudent daughters, 
I bear to you a message from the Czar — 
A gracious message. If ye will consent 
To enter the Greek Church, you shall remain 
In safety here ; and the converted poor. 
Who hitherto have prospered by your kindness. 
Shall be your charges still. Come, Sister Mary, 
How think you of the offer ? 
Sister Mary — It is strange. 

Father, that you from whom we've learnt the 

truth. 
Should now desire to win us from the truth ; 
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That you, whoVe been our parent and our 

priest, • 

Should tempt your children to commit a sin. 
For me, IVe heard of horrors done to those 
WhoVe held their faith ; but though there flow 

a sea 
Of hellish torments between Heaven and me, 
I will put forth upon it fearlessly. 
iJiEMASKo — Has Sister Mary answered for you all ? 
All — ^Yes, yes. 

SiEMASKO (aside) — 'Tis . well — ^I would have had 
it so. 
(Aloud) — Bethink you, my poor children, of the 

fate 
Which you prepare yourselves, and for a cause 
So slight. How matters it what forms we use 
In worship, if our hearts are good and pure ? 
Think you I should have changed, unless con- 
vinced P 
You wrong me in your hearts by such a thought. 
BosALiE — Father, do tell what reasons made you 
change. 
Mayhap they may have weight with us as well. 
'Tis folly, Mary, to condemn, unheard. 
SiEMASKO — ^^Daughter, 'tis not for you to question 
reasons. 
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Tou weighed not reasons when you learnt the 

creed 
Ton now profess ; why weigh them for a change ? 

EosALiE — But, father, if we changed with every 
word 
We were unsteady. 

SiEMASKO — You've too keen a wit 

For convents, child. Tou should be in the 

world, 
Where you'd have frequent reason to employ it., 
Well/ sisters, you are obdurate. Hear then 
The message of the Czar. Tou shall be slaves 
To the black sisters at Witebsk. Aye, slaves 
Till they have broken you into obedience. 
Tou start to-night with fitting guard of soldiers.- 

Makbena — Soldiers P 

All— Soldiers P 

SiEMASKO — Aye, tender-hearted soldiers. 

Go now, and make you ready for the road. 
And let your baggage be as light as may, 
For you must carry it yourselves. Away. 

Rosalie — What wiU the soldiers do to usP Oh ! 
mother. 

SiEMASKO— Tou stay behind. I've got a word for 
you. 

Bosalie — For me P 
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Makbena — She shall not stay alone with you. 

My pure-souled child. 
SiEMASKO — 'Twere safer to attempt 

To rob a hungry tiger of his meat 

Than me of her ; yet be not jealous, madam, 

'Tis not of love that I would speak with her. 

But of another matter. 

[Exeunt Makbena and Nuns. 

It is, then, true that you love Uzakof ? 

Ha! ha! 
BosALiE — How did you know it, father ? 
SiEMASKO — ^Those who've been burnt can tell when 
others burn. 

Ha ! ha ! Well, child, he loves you in return. 
BosALiE — Oh ! father ! 
SiEMASEO — Will you do as I command. 

That you may have enjoyment of your love P 
BosALiE — Oh ! 'tis enjoyment to be near, and hear 
him. 

'Tis heaven to feel the light touch of his hand. 

If this is what you promise, I consent. 
SiEHASEO — How innocent she is ; my tender child, 

This joy and others Uzakof will teach you. 
EosALiE — What must I do ? 
SiEMASEO — When at the convent gate 

The sisters are assembled for departure, 
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If TTzakof be by, and smile at you, 
Then go your way in hope, for we will find 
Some way to bring you to him on the road. 
But if he look unconscious of your presence. 
And frown, as he is wont to do at times, 
Then I will cause a soldier, as you kneel. 
To slash you with his whip— lightly, my child, 
Eather that others see than that you feel, 
* And when the stroke descends, you scream, and 
faU 
As if in death, and leave the rest to me« 

EosALiE— But Uzakof P 

Seimasko — He'll know the meaning of it. 

BosALiE — I'll do it, Father. I will trust to you. 
But what of Sister Mary and the Mother P 

SiEMASKO — Their only chance of safety is in you. 
Do as I bid, and I will do for them. 
So now farewell, but let me taste your lips 
In one pure kiss, ere you depart, my child. 

EoSALiE — A thousand, Father. (Kisses Mm,) 
Farewell. 

[Exit Rosalie. 

SiEMASKO — ^Vile is the son that robs a tender 
parent. 
I fain would pluck this fresh flower for myself. 
And yet my son has set his heart upon it. 

[Exit SlEHASEO. 
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Scene 4. — Oute of the Convent of 8t. Basil. 
Moonlight, — Uzakop discovered. 

TJzAKOP — I love the moon, though when our mother 
fled 
From our wild home, it was her light that led. 
'Tis strange how moonlight brings again to me 
The unbidden image of her haggard face, 
As she went forth upon the crackling snow, 
Leading my little sister by the hand. 
Oh ! God, 'tis surely natural that I, 
I, who stood silently and saw them go. 
Which memories like these ha.ve plunged in 

crime. 
I would I lay with them in their cold grave, 
For I am sick of life and this disguise. 
Yet Pve one chance. Oh ! Eosalie, my love. 
Thou art one light that beacons from above. 

[^Enter Eosalie. 

Eosalie — Dear Uzakof, you know not what de- 
light 
It was to hear my name from your lone lips. 
May I be eter in your thoughts as now. 

Uzakop — Conae hither, sweet. I love you, Eosalie. 
Do you believe it ? 

Eosalie— Wherefore should I not ? 
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TTzAKOF — Because Pve told a thousand so before, 

And it was never true. 
BosAiiiE — But *tis so now. 

He that admits his sin, our mother says, 

Is the trae penitent. 
XJzAKOP — My own white saint ! 

Thou art tx) me like that unearthly lady, 

Who brings at night sweet dreams to those that- 
lie 

On the deserted battle field. 
Rosalie — You know 

We journey to Witebsk to-night P 
UzAKOF — They do, 

But you remain with me. 
Rosalie — Tou know all then 

Siemasko bade me do. 
UzAKOF — Yes, Rosalie. 

There is a land far, far away from this. 

Where all are free — ^youVe heard of England,. 
loveP 
Rosalie — Oh! yes. 
UzAKOP — We will go there together, 

We shall be free together in that land. 
Rosalie— Oh I free ; but what of Mary and the 
Mother P 

Siemasko promised that they should be safe* 
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TJzAKOF — He never breaks his word, 

' {Aside) They Ve nought to me ; 
So I may satisfy her with a lie. 

Rosalie — Oh,, good Siemasko. 

TJzAKOF — Hush, I hear a step. 

[Enter Siemasko. 

Siemasko — ^Imprudent children ! were it not that I 
Am in your secret, and do love you both, 
I might work woe to see you thus together. 
Pair novice — I am loth to part with thee, 
But it must be. Remember my commands. 

Rosalie — I will, wise Father-r-Farewell Uzakof. 

TJzAKOF — How can I fare well if I part from thee. 
My guardian angel — my own Rosalie. 

[_Exit RosALis. 
Well, Father, I pretend not thou art welcome.; 
To say so were to lie, and her sweet prnsence 
Still lingers like a radiant cloud around me. 
Making that hateful, which at other times 
Were natural enough. 

Siemasko— I am tx)0 cold 

To care for compliments. My son, beware 
That others do not know of your condition 
When all the sisters are assembled here. 
And Rosalie with them ; let not a sign 
Or look betray that you know aught of her. 
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You are a Pole, remember, and the men 
Who will convey the sisters to Witebsk 
Are Russians, and not over delicate. 
Your life were not the value of a pin 
If they suspected treachery. ' 

UzAKOF — Fear not, 

I value life since I have met with her ; 
Some will live on through cowardly fear of 

death ; 
I am not so, yet do I fear to lose 
That heaven which I will leave with my true 

love. 
Oh ! if she were eclipsed, and shone no more 
Upon my path, there's not an evil deed 
That ever entered in man's brain to do 
That I would not attempt. 
SiEMASKO {aside) — I may have cause 

To use this temper too for my own ends. 
{Alovd) Desperate — desperate — you're very 

young. 
Let's go. 

[Exeunt Siehaseo and Uzakof^ 
[Re-enter Siedtasko, alone — He whistles and is 
answered — Enter Soldieb. 
SiEMASKO —Let not your lash be over light, mj 
friend ; 
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The maid is young and might not act her part 
As well as we could wish — 'tis safer far 
That it should not be acting. 

Soldier — Aye, just so. 

SiEMASKO — When all is over, come for your reward. 

SoLDiEB — PU not forget that, I can warrant you. 

SiEMASKO — Hush ! there's the bell. 

[Convent bell rings — They retire. 

[Enter Makbena, Sister Maet, Eosalie, and Chorus 
of Nuns. 

Chosus of Nuns — 

Fearful and dark the way may be, 
That leads through trial up to Thee ; 
But death will oome, the dead are free ; 
We will be brave. 

Sweet is the home we leave behind, 
loy the night, and keen the wind. 
And fierce our foes, but we will find 
Best in the grave. 

[Erder soldiers followed by Siemasko and TJzakof. 
SosALiE looks at TJzakof but he makes no sign. 
Ohobus of Nuns — 

Like wolves a tender herd among, 

Like sharks in shipwreck fierce and strong. 

The wicked now around us throng, 

Ruthless as they — 

Who shall protect in this dread hour. 

What voice of awe, what hand of power. 

To make men melt and cowards cower ; 

We can but pray. 
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[Nims Jcneel. Uzakof taJces off his hat. A roll of 
thunder is heard. All except Siemaseo tm- 
cover. 

SiEMASKO {to soldier) — Be ready — Be not softened 
by this scene. 

SoLDiEE — I have no chicken's Kver. Let me go. 

Chorus of Nuns — 

Father, we've heard Thy voice on high, 

We've read Thy message in the sky, 

And full of joy our hearts reply, 

We will be brave. 

Oh ! let thy spirit now be cast, 

On these wild men. Forgive their past, 

And take them to thyself at last. 

This boon we crave. 

[TJzAKOF falls on his knees and buries his face in his 

hands. The soldiers begin one after another 

to do the same. 
SiEMASKO (to soldier) — This mutiny demands most 

vigorous action. 
He's blinded now. Strike hard, and spare her not. 
SoLDiEB — Come, you have prayed enough, its, time 

to go. 
[SoLDiEB strikes Eosalie. She screams and falU, 

fainting y to the grownd. The mms start upy 

a/ad Makkena comes forward. 
SiEMASKO— Back woman. She is dead — ^the first 

of you ! 
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Jlll — Dead ! 

MABa&ENA — Monster in human flesh, give me my 

child. 
TJzAKOF — ^Who's dead ? my eyes are blind with 
foolish tears. 
I cannot see. Is it Siemasko's dead ? 
SiEMABKo (to soldiersJ—Take her away. No, boy, 

'tis Rosalie. 
UzAKOF — Ten thousand thousand curses on the 
tongue 
That named her name and death in one foul 

breath. 
How is she dead ? I'll not believe she's dead ! 
Take me to where she is — was it the lightning T 
»Bjemasko— Nay^ but a soldier's whip. Her tender 
heart 
Was far too soft to bear what these will bear ; 
It burst with the first stroke. 
UzAKOF — It is a lie ! 

I see it in your face, a damnM lie ! 
There ! lie not so to me ! 

[UzAKOF strikes Sibmasko. 
&EMASKO — Ha ! 

Soldiers you've seen the Church's dignity 
Outraged in my own person. Pinion him. 
Eash fool ! He served me better as he was, 
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But now no more of that. Away with him. 
We'll teach him duty to his priest and parent. 
He shall live long enough to rue that blow. 
And curse the day that I was made his foe. 



ACT II. 

Scene 1. — Dungeon beneath the Convent at Witebsk*^ 
— UzAKOF discovered sleeping. Enter Siemaseo. 

SiBMASKO — He sleeps. How like he is to his damned- 
mother. 

I may hear something useful from him now. 

He's often fool enough to dream aloud. 

Hush! 
UzAKOF — ^Rosalie ! 
SiEMASKo— Oh ! curse him. 

UzAKOF — Rosalie ! 

Fear not, Siemasko said they should be safe. 

He never lies, my love. 
Siemasko — He neves lies ! 

UzAKOP — Is she so like me ? I had loved her, sweet,. 

Had I not met with you. 
Siemasko — Ha! 

UzAKOF — What is that T 

You never heard of jealousy, my own ; 

Bless you. 



Digitized 



by Google 



BUSSlAlir ATROCITISS IK POLAND* 27 

SiBMASKO-— 'Tis only blessing she'll ha^e from you. 

So give her plenty of it. 
TJzAKOF — England, love ; 

We shall be free in England. 

[Knock at the door. 
SiEMASKO — Who is that T 

Soldier [outside) — ^A friend. 
SiEMASKO— And friends are scarce. 

Come in my friend. 

[Enter Soldier* 
Soldier— The body is laid out upon the bench. 
SiEMASKO— And round its neck the little silver 

cross ? 
Soldier— Aye, 'neath the dress, just where the 

other had it. 
SiEMASKO — He could not know ? 
Soldier — I could not know myself. 

SiEMASKO — Is she far gone P 

Soldier — Oh, a most proper corpse t 

Her face puffed out like this ; her eyelids puffed 
Like little bladders ; and her lips and nose. 
From which the blue blood bubbles. 
SiEMASKO — Pah ! 

'Tis a foul smell. Did she take long to die ? 
Soldier— She fainted when we flogged her, so we^ 
flogged , 
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Till she came to, then chained her to the barrow ; 

And made her work, till she fell down again, 

And then we flogged her till she died. 
SiBMASKO— 'Tis well. 

Listen ! 
UzAKOP — *' On these wild men. Forgive their past. 

And take them to thyself at last. 

This boon we crave.*' 
SiBMASKO — ^'Tis the nun's song he's muttering. 

Why man — 

Are you too turning soft ? 
CTzAKOF — Oh ! sing again. 

Where am I ? Who are — oh !♦ I am in hell ! 
SiBMASKO— 'Tis I, Siemasko, boy; and this the 
prison, 

To which your own rash conduct has reduced 
you. 
UzAKOF — ^And who is this ? Oh ! would you murder 
me ? 

Let me pray first. 
Siemasko— This is a tender soldier 

Who would not harm you— if I did not pay him. 
UzAKo*' — What would you have with me ? 
SiBMASKO — It grieves me, boy. 

That you should not believe her to be dead. 

Though I, who never lie, have told it you ; 
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I've laid her body in the little cell — 

Go, see it for yourself, and let me stand. 

Acquitted in your eyes of falsehood. Go. 
UzAKOF— I am afraid if she be really dead. 
SiEMASKO — She cannot move. Tou loved to be 
alone 

With her when she had life and power to harm. 

Yet now you fear. 
TJzAzoF— Tou fear to see the lightning ; 

And hear the thunder rolling in the sty. 

Tour knees knock then, and your hard face grows 
pale 

While 'tis to me delight j then you are coward. 

And I am brave. 
SiEMASKO— Go, boy, see Eosalie. 

\_Exit UzAKOP into the (ML 

He asked that day, too, if 'twas I was dead. 

And then if 'twas the lightning. 

[To SOLDIEB. 

Go my friend. 
And bring the wine ; they'll ply him with the 
wine. [Exit Soldier. 

I wish he'd come again. Ha ! what is that? 
'Tis but the straw that he was lying on ; 
I am a fool. 

[Enter UzAKOi', holding a little Silver Oross^ 
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TJzAKOP — ^And is that Rosalie ? 

Is that foul rain what was oiice the home 
Of my sweet love P How pure she was, to keep 
In beauty by her presence, what has turned 
So filthy since she left it. 

SiEMASKo — Well, sceptic. 

Are you convinced P 

TJzAKOP — It is the cross I gave her. 

lEnter Soldxeb. 
As one who to his childhood's home returns. 
And, wondering, seeks some toy in secret place, 
To prove the ruined walls indeed are those 
He used to love ; and that the weed-grown walks 
Are what he played on, and the fallen trees 
Those he was wont to climb ; thus in her breast 
I sought my gift, and found that it is she. 
Oh ! I am faint. 

SiEMASKO — Drink this, 'twiU give thee strength — 
And spirit for my purpose. 

[UzAKOP d/rmks. 

UzAKOF— More — more — 

SiEMASKO— I am no churl, good son, you shall have 
more. [Uzakof drinks again. 

UzAKOF — More — ^more. 

SiEMASKO — Nay, nay, youVe had enough, 

rash son. 
More would not rouse, but stupefy ; sit down. 
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TJzAKOF — ^The room spins round, and the bed seems 
to move, 

As though a stormy ocean rocked beneath it. 
SiBMASKo— You are excited. Calm yourself, my 

son. 
UzAKOF — Talk not of calm to me, with that in there. 

I cannot follow Eosalie to heaven ; 

Then let me to where she never was— 

Let me go down to hell, away from this. 
SiEMASEo — Be calm, my son. 
TJzAKOF — Send me off with the Cossaques. 

Let me seek death in battle. Let me go 

Where the Czar sends the Poles he wants to kill. 

1*11 be a soldier. I love reckless soldiers. 

Here, comrade, let me hold your hardy hand; 

I like to feel your fingers — great strong fingers ; 

And mine are white and soft, like Eosalie^s 1 

If Eosalie were wise she'd love you more 

Than she loved me, for you are more a man. 

Go lie with her, only she's cold, remember; 

When I felt in her bosom for my cress^ 

Oh ! 'twas as cold as ice. 
Soldier — Oh, sir, be quiet; 

Don't talk like that. 
UzAKOF — I'll not have a dead wife ! 

I'll seek some other. Come along, my friend. 

We'll look for wives together. Come along. 
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SiEMASKo — Stay, and I'll tell you how to get a 

wife. 
[JzAKOP — ^Tell on, I hear yon, 
SiEMASKO — You know Sister Mary^ 

UzAKOF — Aye, and I love her as a Sister Mary ; 
Not as I loved bright Rosalie. I felt, 
I know not what I felt. 
SiEHASEO — She's very fair. 

UzAKOF — Ha ! ha ! Come, comrade, we'll have- 
Sister Mary. 
Yet how can both ? Oh, you'll have Eosalie, 
And I the nun — but Eosalie is dead ! 
SiEMASKO — Mary's her friend and cousio, Uzakof. 
She will not love you in your present dress; 
Disguise yourself, so that she may not know 
you. 
UzAKOF — I'll dress myself like my good friend, the 
soldier. 

[Exit UzAKOF. 
SiEMASKO— Follow with him, and give him wine at 
times, 
To keep him in this mood till all is ready. 
Wait till the nuns are gathered in the room. 
Then burst upon them with your vigorous fellows,, 
And work your will. I shall be there as well. 
Tor I have sworn Makrena shall repent 
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That she refused me when I woo'd her softly. 
Go now to Eosalie, and teach to hex* 
All that I told you. 

[Exit Soldier. 
I must kill this fellow, 
When he's done all I want him for. He seems 
To sicken of it. Dead men give no trouble. 

[Exit SlEMASEO. 



Scene 2. — A Boom in the Convent at WitebsJe. — 

Enter Rosalie. 

Eosalie — 'Tis very strange how I am still confined, 
And Uzakof comes not, though I have sent 
My cross to him ; nor have I heard his voice, 
Well I'd have known it from those other sounds. 
Why am I here, while ray poor sisters suffer 
Such tortures ? Only that Siemasko said 
That Mary and the Mother should be safe, 
Fd tear the door down with my hands, and go 
To share their lot. I hate to be alone. 
Some one is coming — I'll look through the key- 
hole ; 
It is that soldier. Strangest thing of all, 
Is how he looks at me, and how he moves. 
And creeps his hands about— it makes me shiver ; 

D 
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And then his voice, that is so gruff and harsh 
When speaking to the others, grows so low. 
He seems afraid of me. And then Siemasko 
Calls me his daughter, and his pious child, 
And takes me in his arms and kisses me — 
Ugh ! such great long kisses ; there's some 

purpose in it. 
If XJzakof were here he'd tell me all. 

[^Enter Soldibb. 
SoLDiEB — Good morrow, Miss. 
EosALiE— Good morrow, my 

good friend; 
I am so tired of my own company. 
That you are welcome as the flowers in spring. 
Soldier — She'll have me mad, she will. I'll shut 

the door. 
EosALiB — Why do you shut the door? you're not 
afraid 
That rd get out. When I'm alone, I'd try it 
If I could hope ; but when I've some one with me 
I'm quite content — at least as far content 
As I can be away from Uzakof. 
Soldier — Sit down here. Miss ; I've got to tell you 

something. 
EosAi^iE — Something from him? Oh, t^ll me 
what he said 
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To see the dross ! Why seem you sad, my friend P 

And there's a tear-drop in your eye. Ha ! ha ! 

I never saw a soldier cry before. 

Come, I will wipe it with my handkerchief. 
£SoLDiEK th/row9 his'a/irms round her. She starts back. 

Why do you so 9 It is not right, I'm sure — 

You must not do it. When I told the Mother 

That Uzakof did so, she said 'twas wrong ; 

But then I loved him so, I could not help it. 
Soldier— And I, too, love you so, I could not 

help it. 
EosALiB — ^Do you P then we'll be friends. Let us 
shake hands. 

I'd many friends in our old home at Minsk 

Among the girls, and I was Mary's husband ; 

Tou do not beat her with the rest — do you P 

I hear them screaming. Oh I 'tis horrible ! 

Tou do not beat poor Mary and the Mother. 
SoLDiER—Aye, with the rest. 
BosALiE — Siemasko told a lie ; 

He said they'd not. 
Soldier — Do not you trust him. Miss, 

He learnt to lie before he saw the light. 
BosALiE — Poor Mary! Does she scream? I 
fainted really 

When you beat me. 
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Soldier — Oh ! Miss. He's coming soon* 

IVe got no time to lose. Listen, sweet lady — 
It's hard to say what the brute bade me say, 
But I must do it. He, too, loves you. Miss. 

EosALiE — He is my bishop, soldier. 

SoLDiEE — How to tell it?" 

He'd take your lover's place, for all that Miss. 
But that he shan't, I'll swear. 

EosALiE — My lover's place ! 

You do not mean the place of Uzakof ? 
But he is old, and knows about our love. 
How could I love two men? 

SoLDiEB — Listen, he comes. 

Let him not know that I am here, sweet 

mistress — 
Let me be hid. And if he tries to force her. 
He'll find one soldier not so safe a tool 
As he had only too good cause to think him. 

[Enfer Siemasko. 

SiEMASKO — Good day, my child. What I not a 
kiss to-day ? 
Have I oflfended you, my daughter ? How ? 
Why do you shrink away ? I will not harm 
you. 

EosALiE Oh ! come not near me — ^touch me not. 
Away. 
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SiEMASKo — What harm in touching? There— Pve 
got you now ; 

You cannot get away. Be quiet, girl; 

Tou will but hurt yourself to struggle so. 
KosALiE — Oh, let me go. 
SiEMASKo — Think you I am a boy, 

To blush and trifle over what I wish. 

Life is too short for boyish games like those; 

My friend, the soldier 's told you what it is. 

See I how she blushes ! Kiss me now, my dear. 

Coy I well ! I\e strength enough to force you 
to it. 
EosALiE — Help! help! 

SiEMASKo — There's no one here to help 

you— 

IVe managed that. 
Soldier — TouVe managed badly, then. 

Silence ! One sound out of your lying throat. 

And you lie like the sister in the oelL 

Fear not, sweet lady, none shall do you hurt 

While I have strength to raise an arm for you. 

I've got him by the throat ; my coarse, rough 
hands 

Are better than the soft ones for this service. 
SiEMASKo— You're choking me. Slave, you shall 
pay for this. 
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Soldier — SUence, yon hound of hell. Sit there 

and write. 
SiBMASKo — ^Yon'd have her for yourself, ambitious 

filave. 
SoLDiEB — You lie. rd not dare kiss her dressed^ 
hem 
Unless she gave me leave. Write me a pass. 
Pass Sister Rosalie, with one man as guard. 
I'm that, though a poor soldier. Give it here. 
Is that right, miss 9 I am no scholar, miss. 
And he's a most learned knave. 
Rosalie — Yes, it is right. 

Soldier — Come, then, we'll get a pardon for the 
rest. 
Lie there till some one comes to let you out. 

[Exemit Soldier and Rosalie. 
SiBMASKo — ^If I had only killed him soon enough I 
The door is locked. If I had only killed him. 
A step ! 
Nun (outside) — Is Sister Rosalie within P 
SiEMASKo — Yes, I am here ; open the door, good 

sister. 
Nun — Poor thing, you're hoarse ; you've got a cold 
to-day. 

[Enter Nxnsr. 
Ha ! what is this 9 
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SiEMASEo — Cease, your damned staring, 

woman. 

Where are they gone? Rosalie and the soldier? 
Nun — ^What soldier ? Rosalie ? 
SiKMASKo — Get from my way. 

My curse be on you all. 

[Exit SlEMASKO. 

UuN — The man is mad. 

The soldier ! Rosalie ! the man is mad. 

[Eocit Nun. 



SoENB 4. — Hall of the Convent at Witehak. — Enter 
Makbena arid Sister Mart. 

Makrena — ^Tired — tired, my child. 

Sister Mart — Do not despair. 

Mother. 
Makrena — How can I but despair to see my 
children 
Drop one by one beneath their cruel tortures ? 
How can I hope ? I wish that I were dead. 
Sister Mart — ^Mother, it is not right to pray for 
death. 
He that first sent us down into this world 
Best knows when to recall us. 
Makrena — Oft at night 
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I listen for His voice, till listening 's pain, 
And yet it never comes. 
Sister Maby — It may be. Mother, 

That we have yet some work to do on earth, 
Some life to save. 
MakrknAj — Oh ! who would save* their lives ? 

Sister Mart — Often I faint beneath the lash, and 
then 
I have a foretaste of what death will be : 
I seem to float away, and mingle with 
The waves that foam upon the distant shore. 
'Tis a sweet dream. Here come the sisters. 
Mother. 

[Enter Nuns. 
Makrena — ^Ah ! my poor children. 
1st Nun— Mother, I faint. 

My back is burned with beating. 
2nd Nun — My arms have left their joints with 
breaking stones. 
I cannot raise them. 
8rd Nun — Mother, one soldier struck me with a 
mallet 
Here, in the side, and something's broken. 

Mother. 
I scarce can move. 
Makrena — Oh ! God, that we were dead* 
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'SisTBR Mart — Sisters, let's sing our evening hymn; 
soon^ soon 
We shall be singing with the rest on High. 
Chorus of Nuns — 

Night falls, and one by one from her dark womb 
The stars are born, like flowers upon a tomb. 
Day diesi and e*en the golden west grows pale, 
Like one on whose aged cheek youth's flushes fail. 

Wild moan the night winds o*er the dreary waste, 
Like lost sonls wailing, wailing for the past. 
Low hang the clinging mists upon the gronnd, 
Like wide-winged birds, a battle field around. 

Slow on the world, calm through' the trembling air. 
Dawns the round moon, like hope upon despair. 
Hope cheers by memories of bygone days. 
And she reflects the sun's departed rays. 

He will return once more. His light will flow 
Forth from the east, and with the gathering glow 
Those stars, like rocks 'neath the sea's rising streams, 
.Will fade into the ocean of His beams. 

Oh ! thus when death shines on our dismal way. 
We will pass one by one from this decay ; 
Will shake from our free souls this earthy pall, 
And mingle with the eternal soul of all. 

iSiBMASKo {outside) — Here they are — here they are. 
Come on. I hear them 
Chanting their mincing music to the moon. 
We'll make them dance to a far livelier tune. 
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Makrena— Fly, fly, my children. Oh ! I feared of 
this, 
It was a deed too foul for him to miss. 
1st Nun — Mother, 1 cannot move. Oh ! help me,. 

Mother. 
2nd Nun — Mary, support me Mary, or I die. 

[Exemvt Nuns. 
l^Enter Siemasko and Uzakof disguised as soldiers,. 

and other soldiers. 
Siemasko — Ha! they are gone — well — they can 
scarce escape us. 
Come on my friends, we'll catch the harlots yet. 
TJzAKOF — It isn't here that you'll get Rosalie, 
She's lying in the cell beside the prison 
In which Siemasko kept me. Ha ! you're changed^ 
Your hand is not the honest hand 1 loved — 
You're not my friend. Never mind good-fellow,.. 
That damned Siemasko gave me such hot wine 
That it has made me dull and quarrelsome. 
Siemasko — ^We won't fall out about a word, my^ 
friend. 
Come, Sister Mary has run on before. 
She likes to play ; she's just a little coy, 
As are most girls. 
TJzAKOF — I am not all a Pole. 

That cursed villain, whom I must call father^ 
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Was Russian on his mother's side. How else 
Had he been so religious as he is ? 
What ? Are you going off in such a hurry ; 
We^U have more wine. What ! You're a damned 
fool, then. 

[Exewnt Siemaseo and Soldiers.. 
And I'm a fool to follow Sister Mary, 
When I can never love but Eosalie, 
When Bosalie, dead as she is, is more 
To me than all the sisters in the world. 
I am a fool, but he's a greater fool, 
For he loves nothing. 

\Exit Uzakof. 
[Re-enter Makeena pursuecLby Siema.sko. 
Makeena — Villain, accursed of God, abhorred of 
man, 
Pursue me not. God gave me life and honour. 
If I must lose one, it shall be my life. 
SiEMASKo — Die, and I'll work my will upon your 
corpse ; 
I've sworn it. 
Makrena — ^Kjiow, wretch, that you have hai 
already. 
What, as God lives, you ne'er shall taste again. 
Behold the wretched woman who once loved you,. 
Who bore you lovely children. 
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iSiEMASKO — You said well. 

That you could blunt my purpose. Oh ! how dull ! 
Well, madam, you have life enough yet left 
To give me pleasure. No — ^not that — not that ; 
But you shall writhe— oh! like a snake impaled — 
With tortures tempered so as not to kill. 
And tortures of the mind^ for our sweet children 
Have done a deed between them in this hour 
Such as you dare not whisper to your soul. 
Here comes our Mary; well — we'll not say maid — 
And look, her lusty brother follows her. 
See! she's dishevelled — wife, what means it, 
think you ? 

[Enter Sister Maby pwrmed by TJzakof. 

iSiSTEE Maby — Oh ! Mother — ^Mother — Oh I that 
God would send 
His lightning to destroy us. Ha! Siemasko! 
Mother; Oh! save me from this poor drunken 

soldier 
Who knows not what he does. Give me a dagger: 
To kill myself were surely rigl;iteous now. 

.Makbena — Back I Boy, she is your sister you 
pursue ; 
Tour little sister that you used to love, 

. And I, the mother at whose breasts you fed 
In your pure infancy. Ah ! my poor son ! 
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TJzAKOP — ^Mother — sister — I have been drinking. 
Mother. 
Soldier — Heavens ! 'tis Siemasko ! 
SiEMASKo —Aye, laggard that you are, it is Siemasko^ 

[^Enter Soldiess. 
1st Soldier — ^Two we have crushed to death be- 
neath our feet, 
Three we have strangled, and the rest are like 
To drown in their own blood, for they had 

strength 
Like tigers to resist. 
Siemasko— But you o'ercame them P 

Soldiers — ^Not one — we could not — we're unsatis- 
fied. 
Siemasko — There are two still. 
Soldiers — Ah ! we'll cast lots 

for them, 
But pin them first. 
TJzAKOP— One step and you are dead. She is his 
wife, 
And she his daughter that he offers you. 
Soldiers, you've in your lives done fearful deeds. 
But never did you dream of deed like this. 
Begone — I bid you in Heaven's name, begone. 

[Exeimt Soldiers one by one. 
And in the name of Hell, whose slave you are. 



Digitized 



by Google 



46 THB HXTNB OF MINSK: A TALB OF 



Begone and leave ns — go — or I have power 
To call God's lightning down upon your head ; 
Such fearful force I feel within me — go — 

[Exit SlXMASKO. 

Mother — Sister — Oh ! where is Eosalie ? 



ACT m. 

Scene 1. — Thmgeon at Witebsh, Makbena cmd 
Sister Mart cUscovered. 

Makrena — She wakes. See how her soul returns 
into her face, 
Like dawn upon the skies, and like the dawn 
Her presence breaks upon my loneliness. 
Sister Mary— Are we still living. Mother? Oh! 
I dreamt 
That we were talking to sweet Rosalie. 
I seem to feel her presence near me stilL 
CflORUs OF Spirits — 

They are coming to sare 
The fair and the brave, 
List, list to the beat 
Of their hnrrying feet. 

Sister Mary — I think I hear sweet voices. We 
are dying ! 
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Where is he, Mother P Oh ! we die at last ! 
Those voices were the souls of the dead sisters. 
Singing welcome, welcome, 
Who went before us. 
Semi-ohorus of Spihits — 

Like hovering odours from fallen flowers. 

Like yaponrs from pools left by smnmer showers, 

Like the last faint notes of dreaming birds. 

Like a dying poet's deathless words : 

We rose from the earth, to swell the mirth 

Of the souls that have passed through their second birth. 

Semi-ohorus 2 — 

On the rivers of blood that flowed from oar veins. 
Like leaves upon torrents high swollen with rains, 
We rushed from onr prisons of flesh to the air. 
And rose like gay skylarks your gladness to shares 

Makrena — It cannot be much longer now, Mary. 
And yet this flesh clings closer than I thought. 
All the night long I fought to keep the rats 
From your short sleep, and yet I am ahve. 
Though faint with weariness and loss of blood. 

Sister Maky— 'Tis hard to die, and yet I pray not 
for it. 
Think, had we died ere we found Uzakof: 
Oh ! 'twas a joyous meeting for mie, Mother. 

Chorus of Spikits— 

The love in her eyes 
Is like mom in the skies. 
And the words of his greeting 
Foreheard from afar, 
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Speed her steps, as drums beating 

Bonse mortals to war. 
She skims o'er the earth as a dreamer in sleep. 
Like a beantifnl, beantif nl bird on the deep. 

[Enter Uzakof. 

TJzAKOF — How came it, Mother, that you mated* 

with 
A man so subtle, treacherous, and cold — 

To u who are noble, generous and good? 
Makrena — I am not good, my son, and how I 
know not. 

In youth the fancy oft deceives us sadly ; 

We have within an idol of perfection, 

And when one comes with some resemblance to ity 

We fondly deem him all that we had hoped for. 
TJzAKOF — But was he ever other than he is ? 
Makrena — He had a tongue that might have 
tempted Eve; 

And I was very young. 
TJzAKOF — And did he love you — 

Could fee love ? 
Makrbna — I was rich. Oh ! speak not of it. 

The keenest pain the human heart can feel. 

Is to recall the one first fatal deed 

That wrecked a life. 
TJzAKOF — Mother, he's sent me here 

That you might learn from me the cruel fate 
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His hate prepares. He meant this, too, for 

torture, 
But I would not you heard from harsher lips 
A tale that in itself is harsh enough. 

Makrbna — What can he do worse than what we 
have suffered ? 

UzAKOF — He's tired of playing with our agonies. 
And so at sunrise we^ll be burnt alive. 
We three, upon one pyre. 

Sister M.\ry — 'Tis a pure death. 

We'll rise to heaven on pinnacles of flame. 

UzAKOF — Mary, we are too young to perish so. 
A thousand curses on him ! From the day 
That you were sent to freeze upon the waste, 
I never knew what peace might be till now ; 
And now to die ! 

Sister Maiit — And go to Rosalie. 

UzAKOF — Somehow I cannot think of her as dead. 
Not though I saw her body with my eyes — 
oh ! what a sight ! — not though I held my cross ! 

Makrena — Here comes Siemasko, and two soldiers 
with him. 

UzAKOF — He always brings them with him — 
coward. 

[Enter Siemasko and Soldiers. 

Siemasko — Madam, our worthy son has told you all. 
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I am myself of such a tender heart, 
Else had you heard it first from my own lips. 
Should you, or he, or our meek daughter there. 
Desire the consolations of religion — 
For him, 'twere better he confessed in thought. 
His sins being many, and his time being short. 
But you— there surely was some secret reason 
For your well-seeming virtue. Let me hear it — 
Come, madam — these are silent as the grave. 
My faithful guards, bound to me by all ties 
Of love and interest — these will never speak 
With man again ; your secret is then safe. 

Makrena— We will confess to no apostate bishop. 
Sir, for myself, I do not deign to plead. 
What is there left in life that I should live for, 
But these our children, your own flesh and 

blood? 
They are still young — spare your own children ! 

SiEMASKO — What ! 

Tread on the viper, and preserve her brood ? 
Nay, not so young. Surely, a faithless lover 
Is our wild boy, who would not join his lady. 
I well remember, madam, how I felt 
When we were young. I'll not keep them apart. 



Come call the others. 



[Enter other SoLDiEhS. 
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Escort these obdurate sinners to the place. 

[A roll of distant thunder. 

Ha! thunder! 
TJzAKOF — Coward ! 

SiEMASKO — Off with them at once. 

It must be over ere the storm comes on. 
Sister Mary — List, TJzakof, those voices in the air 1 
Chorus op Spirits — 

A tempest is hurrying np from the east, 

And the forest bends low *neath the breath of his haste, 

And thnnder-clonds towering like mountains he brings, 

Based on his shonlders, and swayed by his wings — 

List, like the first waves of a storm on the sea, 

The voice of his fury spreads circling on high. 

l^Roll of thunder. 

[Exeunt all except Siema^ko. 

Stemasko — 1 fear that faithless soldier. He is swift 

In acting, and her beauty masters him. 

Fool — fool — that I had killed him ere he did it. 

Well, thi^ must baffle them. 

[Takes a paper out of his pocket. 
Ha I what a flash ! 
They^ll soon be rotting with the other sisters. 
Chokus of Spirits — 

We are swift and joyous, and radiant and free, 
And we float in the air like stars on the sea. 
And around us in fragrant clouds ever flow. 
The souls of the flowers that we love below. 

[Exit Si£MA{^KO• 
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Sc£NE 2, — Open place in a wood near Witebsk. In 
the centre stands a stake, — Enter Bosalie 
and SoLDiEB. 

EosALiE — Forgive me, my good fnend, we've- 
travelled far, 
And you are weary. Let us rest awhile. 
Why, what a queer tree, soldier ; what is it ? 
Soldier — 'Tis what they sometimes burn the people 
on. 
Don't mind it, miss. Let us press on ; you'd 
rather. 
EosALiE — Oh ! we are near, so near that I can 
rest. 
Before I could not, for within my heart 
There was a bounding spirit of impatience 
Which made my very speed seem motionless. 
SoLDiEB — Sit here, miss, on the grass. I'll spread 
my coat 
Against this tree. 
BosALiE — Nay, you must sit near me. 

The grass is wet ; you must not sit upon it. 
Sit here upon the coat. 

[Roll of thwnd&r. 
Could that be thunder ? 
SoLDiEK — I think it was, miss. 
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EosALiE — Is it not strange, soldier ? 

I knew a storm was coming by the pain 
And drowsy feeling in ray head. 'Tis strange. 
Soldier — IVe heard of such things, miss. 
BosALiE — Is he in prison ? 

And he, Siemasko^s son ! who told you, soldier ? 
Soldier — A friend of mine — another soldier 

miss, 
EosALiE — ^Is he a good soldier, that friend of 
yours. 
Or is he like the rest ? 
Soldier — We're all alike. 

BosALiE — But you love TJzakof, and hate Siemasko. 
Soldier — So do they aU, if they dared show it, 

miss. 
HosALiE — Why do they not? Why do you fear 
one man ? 
And he^s not strong like you ; why ! when he 

caught me 
I felt I could have killed him by myself 
If you had not been there. My hand is white, 
But it is pretty strong. Is it not, soldier? 
Soldier — You see, miss, he has got the power on's 
side; 
We must obey our orders. I'd be shot 
For what I've done, if they could get me. 
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EosALiE — Would you ? 

Oh ! I should die with sorrow if they shot you. 

My own brave soldier. 
SoLDiEE— I'd die gladly, miss. 

If I could serve you. 
EosALiE — You shall not die, soldier. 

We're going to England, and we'll take you 
with us. 

They're all free there; you don't know what 
that means. 

Well, I'm not quite sure, but I think it means • 

That nobody can beat us without reason. 

Nor search our house, nor lock us up in prison. 

It must be lovely. 
Soldier — Oh ! it must be grand. 

EoSALiE — ^There is more thunder, soldier. I am 
sleepy. 

I'm not such a good traveller as I thought. 

ril go to sleep, if I may lean on you. 

May I? 
Soldier — Oh, miss .! I'll put my arm around you,, 
miss, 

To keep you comfortable. 
EosALiE-— There, that's nice. 

And may I put my head upon your shoulder P 

Don't look so solemn ; they will never shoot you.. 
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Fm going to sleep ; you'll take good care of me. 
Let me have one look at the pardon, soldier. 
Oh ! 1 must kiss it. There, good-night. 

[Rosalie sleeps. 
Soldier — Oh ! Thou in whom she's taught me to 
believe. 
Keep me from wicked thoughts. She is asleep. 
Choetts op Spirits — 

Like a rainbow bright on the breast of a cloud, 
Like a raft of foam on a rnshing flood, 
Like a white sea-bird on a dark, bine wave, 
She dreams of her love on the heart of her brave. 

Soldier — Surely it is not wrong. 

[Kisses her. 

How could I help it ? 

I must not stay here. Hold ! I'll rest her head 

Upon my helmet. Faith, her wavy hair 

Is like a plume. The other chaps 'ud crave it 

If they could see. Now, I will watch beside her. 

l_8Us down and leans against another tree. 

Chorus op Spirits — 

We are keeping — ^we are keeping 
Tireless watch upon her sleeping.- 
Sleep on, mortals may preyail. 
But we can neither faint, nor fail. 

[Roll of tJiAJunder. 
Soldier — Ha ! thunder. I was near asleep, I think. 
She stirs not. I will think of my old home. 

[Soldier sleeps. 
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Chobus op Spirits — 

They are coming, thej are coming, 

Like three billows, springing, foaming, 

And behind them towers the traitor, 

On whose steps pursues a greater. 

For the tempest is ready to bnrst on the plain, 

And the clonds are heavy with lightning and rain. 

[Enter TJzakof between two soldiers. 
TJzAKOP — Is that the stake ? Ah ! death were 
almost sweet 
If I were sure to meet my love beyond. 
Ha ! who is that sleeping upon the ground? 
It is — Oh ! soldiers, let me go to her. 
I will not try to escape. Oh I let me see 
If 'tis my love. 1 knew she was not dead. 

[Enter Makrena between two Soldiers. 
Mother, 'tis Eosalie. Look, look, it is my love ; 
My good friends, let me go. 
Maerena — ^Tis Eosalie. 

[Enter Sister Mart between Soldiers. 
TJzakof — Look, Mary, there is Rosalie upon the 
ground ; 
Is it not, Mary ? 

[Enter Siemasko and Soldiers. 

SiEMASKO— Ha ! they've then returned. 

Where is the soldier ? He is sleeping too 
And he shall never wake, if this be true. 
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, . — f 

[Draws a dagger a/nd moves towards the Soldier. 
Soldiers release Makrena arid Sister Mary, 
1st Soldier — Get in his way. Don't let him hurt 

our comrade. 
Sister Mart — 'Tis Rpsalie, sweet cousin, wake ! 
BosALiE — Let me kiss the pardon, soldier. 
SiEMASKo — Ha ! the pardon. 

UzAKOP — There, see what straws your fetters are. 
My love ! 
This is thyself, and no frail flitting ghost. 
Come back to mock me from beyond the grave. 
See her eyes open, and in their true mirrors 
I see my image. 
BosALiE — TJzakof, my love, 

Where is my soldier ? and he has the pardon. 
Mother, Mary, we are in time then with it ; 
I feared we might be late. What brings you 
here ? 
^SiEMASKO — Why do you stand so awkwardly about. 
Stand off. Go, seize that raving huzzy there, 
And ni deal with her paramour. Go, seize 

her. 
And the boy too, who thinks she's true to him ; 
Hot-headed fool. 

[Roll of thunder. 
What ? mutinous again. 



Digitized 



by Google 



58 THB KUN8 OF MINSK : A TALE OF 

Soldiers — ^We'll know first whose authority you 

have. 
SiEMASKO — Slaves ! Do you know the Emperor's 
signature ? 
Ah ! you do know it — ^it is wiser so. 
EosALiE — Touch me not, soldiers. See, your com-- 
rade sleeping. 

[Flash of lightning, 
[A dagger in his hand, he means to kill him. 
BosALiE rushes at Siemasko, wrests the 
dagger from him and throws it away. 
There — if I held it in my hands a moment, 
They'd drive it to your wretched coward's heart 
Without the bidding of my will. Stand back. 
SiEMASKO — Fair niece, you are quick-tempered,. 
There are reasons 
Why you should not be with the rest of them. 
Else had you paid me dearly for this rashness. 
Come, soldiers, bind the traitor. He shall die ! 
Ha I you refuse. In the Czar^s name I bid it. 
EosALiE — ^Wake, soldier, wake. 
Soldier — Fve slept on duty, miss. 

EosALiE — Give me the pardon, quick ; now listen 
all: 
" J, Paskievitch of Erivan, conqueror of Persia, 
and general of the army of the Czar inx 
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Poland, being assured that the cruelties 
done by Sieraasko, of which I have been 
informed, were not done with the know- 
ledge of his master, do hereby authorise 
the bearer of this letter to command the 
soldiers to take Siemasko into custody, 
that he may be punished for his deeds, 
and further to command that all those 
imprisoned by him shall be released/' 
SoLDiEES — Hurrah ! hurrah I we've liberty to do it. 

We'll burn him now in place of these good 
ladies. 
PiEMASKO— Fools ! Traitors ! Listen to the Czar's 
own words : 

"I have approved, confirmed, and found holy, 
holy, thrice holy all that Siemasko has 
done, and may do, for the propagation of 
the orthodox faith. I command no person 
to dare to resist him, and if any should at- 
tempt to do so, let the military be placed 
under his orders on his simple demand.'' 

[JRoll of thimder. 
Maebeka — ^And listen, soldiers, how a greater voice 

Than that of Czar or Emperor, now warns 

Against the doing of this crime. Listen ! 

It speaks again. 
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SiEMASKO — Bind them. You hesitate ! 

Well, I foresaw that it might happen so ; 
And I've provided means. Come on my friends. 

\Enter other Soldiers. 
Bind these two to the stake. Let those two 

stand 
Here in full view. Let it be done at once. 
TJzAKOP — I'll not be bound. Ton shall not bind 

them, soldiers. 
Makrena — My son, 'tis useless to resist, useless. 
SiSTEK Mart— -There's One who may prevent it at 
the last^ 
If 'tis His wiQ. 
ItosALiE — And is this useless, soldier ? 

Must they die ? 
Soldier — Aye, miss, we must all die. 

HosALiE — ^Then I will die with him. My love, my 
love, 
These arms are fetters you shall not untie. 
TTzAKOF — ^No, Eosalie ; you are too young to die. 
Rosalie — Young — ^if I saw you die, and was not 
with you. 
My hair would turn to white, my skin to 

wrinkles, 
And ere the breath had left you, I'd be old, 
Aye mumbling with old age, upon your ashes. 
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SiEMASKo — Well, let it be so. I had thought to- 
keep her; 
At least till I was tired, but there are others 
As fiair and milder ; preference is for boys. 

\_They are bound to the stake^ 
Chorus op Spirits — 

From the lake of fire in the cave of the clond, 

The flashes, like waves from a prisoned flood, 

Glide through the ooeati of air, which meets 

On their track like the sea behind storm-winged fleets. 

SiEMASKo — Now, who will put the match to this 
fine pyre ? 
What ! all afraid — forsooth, because it's thunder- 
ing. 
Give me the torch. I'm not afraid to do it. 
Who says I am afraid ? Give me the torch— 
This is the lightning which will lighten them 
Of all their cares. Sweet wife, and sweeter chil- 
dren, 
Say when you get to Hell that I am coming. 

[Flash of lightning, 
[SiEMASKo falls. Makeena, ^c, are released, 
Makhena — Ha ! what has happened ? I am blinded, 
soldiers. 
Where are my children P Mary — ^Rosalie — 
And my brave son — All safe ! and what is this ? 
Oh ! he is dead. 



Digitized 



by Google 



THB NUNB OF MINSK: A TALB OF 



Soldier — Aye, dead, good lady, truly. 

Makrena— There is a Power higher than those of 
earth. 
The soul that I abhorred has gone for ever. 
The body I once loved is lying there. 
Bury him, soldiers — decently — Oh ! Mary, 
How sudden. 
Sister Mary — Let us pray for him, sweet Mother. 
TJzAKoF — We're saved, my love — Let us away to 
England ; 
Come, soldiers, you have seen how Heaven re- 
quites 
A wicked life — come with us, and be free ; 
And let us hasten. When they hear of this 
They'll search the length and breadth of this 

waste land 
To wreak their vengeance for what Heaven has 

done. 
Come, if you'll still be soldiers, let it be 
In armies ruled by men, not such as he. 
Come, Mother, Mary, Eosalie— come all. 
ItosALiE — Come, friend ; he saved me, love, from 

worse than death. 
Soldier — And you saved me from death, they tell 
me, miss ; 
God love you. 
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UzAKOF — 'Tis the friend I knew before. 
Good fellow, you must never leave us more. 

[Ex&vmt omnes. 
Ohobtts of Spibits — 

Death swooped from his home in the thunder-olond, ^ 
And the foe at the feet of his victims bowed, 
And thej burst their bonds^ and fled to the free. 
Who dwell in the Isles of the Western Sea. 



The End. 
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JOAN OF ARC.-A POEM. 

"Joan of Arc** ne manque pas de valeur: le vers est 
harmonieux, coulant, et facile — Ce poSme fait honneur k son auteur*- 
II y a de I'ampleur, de la verve, de la couleur. — Siicle. 

Le subjet, eminemment fran9ais, est traite de main de 
maitre et la mort de notre heroine a inspire quelques belles pages au 
jeune poSte, qui connait bien, sans doute, les lieux qu *il a chantes, 
car les bords de la Loire ainsi que le pays traverse par Jeanne y sont 
decrits avec une merveilleuse exactitude. — Revue Britannique, 

A very creditable work. — The Rock, 

Should the Author pursue poetry he will certainly make a 
name. — Publisher's Circular, 

" Joan of Arc *' is a sterling poem ; it contains many passages- 
of great beauty and much poetic power. — Freemason, 

ESSAY ON ANONYMOUS CRITICISM. 

There are few ideas enunciated in this pamphlet with which 
we do not thoroughly agree. — Cambridge Express. 

The Essayist has employed a terse yet perspicuous, graceful 
yet trenchant style. — Tyrone Constitution. 

ODE OF THE BURIAL OF JOHN O'MAHONY. 

This Ode would appear, at first sight, to be merely one of 
those patriotic songs in which Moore so much delighted, but on 
closer examination it will be found to bear a much deeper signifi^ 
cance. — Poet*s Magazine, 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



